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ADVERTISEMENT. 


err 
there is an Incident or two in this Opera, which 
bear fome Reſemblance to what may be found in a 
Piece, called, the Vit.ace Ora, written in the 


Year Twenty-nine, by C. Jobnſon. 
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Country Men and Women, Servants, e. 
SCENE, a ViiLacz. 


Lov in a Village. 


ACT L 


SCENEI A Garden, with Statues, Fountains and 
Flower · pots. Several Arbour s appear in the fide Scenes. 


Ross s rr and LucixpDa are di 


covered at Work 


fe 


ſeated upon two Garden Chairs. 
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0 
to 

Lucin. Daddy Hawthorn, as | live! he is come to 
my Father a Viſit; and never more luckily, for 


the 


* 
=. forces him abroad. By the Way, what will 
you do with yourſelf, while I ſtep into the Houſe ta 
tee after my truſty Meſſenger Hedge ? 

Roff. No Matter, Fil fit down in that Arbour and 
lien to the finging of the Birds; you know I am 
fond of melancholy Amuſements. 

Lucin. So it ſeems indeed: Sure, Rofſetta, none of 
your Admirers have made a Hole in your Heart; you 
are not in love I hope? 


Y 

J Bluſh! I am fure I don't bluſh. 
Lucin. Ha, ha, ba! 
Rofſ. Pha. Lucinda, how can you be fo ridiculous ? 
Lucin. Well, don't be and I have done — but 


ſuppoſe you did like him, how could you help yourſelf? 


AIR IV. 
When once Love's ſubtle Poiſon gai 
A P to the Female Br 8 


Like Light ning ruſbing thro' the Veins, 
Each Wiſh, and ery Thoughts poſſeft. 

To heal the Pangs our Minds endure, 

in vain it's Skill applies; 

Nought can afford the Heart a Cure 

But what is pleafing to the Eyes. 


SCENE II. 
Enter Young Mz avows. 


Y. Mead. Let me fee — On the Fifteenth of Fane 
at Half an Hour paſt Five in the Morning [ baving taken 
| out 
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9 
unknown 


Hah! who was it I had a Glimpſe of as 1 that 
Arbour? was it not the fat Ad} Lo 


bling of my Heart tells me were not miſta- 
ken — Here ſhe comes. * 


SCENE M. 
Young Ma abows, Rosszrra. 


| ATT qi - 4-4, 4 LY 


the Fellow for not being a Gentleman. 

am determined 1 won't to her, 
{rurning to a Roſe Tree and plucking the Flowers. } Now 
or never is the time to conquer myſelf: Beſides I have 
fome Reaſon to believe the Girl has no Averſion to me, 


and as | wiſk not to do her an Injury, it would be 


10 LOVE in « Vittacs. 
cruel to hill hex Head with Notions of what can 


much 


ſo 
_ 


le: 


Gentle Youth, ab, tell me why, 
Still you force me thus ts fly; 


SCENE W. 


Young Mzapows. 


This Girl is a Riddle — That ſhe loves me I think 
there is no Room to doubt; ſhe takes a thouſand Op- 

tunities to let me fee it, and yet when I ſpeak to 
„ ſhe will hardly give me an Anſwer, and if I] at- 
tempt the ſmalleſt Familiarity is gone in an laſtant.— 
I feel my Paſſion for her grow every Day more and 
more violent Well, would | marry her! would 


I make a Miſtreſs of her if I could ? two things called 
Prudence 


ep et " {ﬀ"R*i e 


in bis Hand, 


z and 


Houſe. 
Bater Hawrnonn with a 


| and a Net with Bird: at his Gir 


SCENE V. 4 Hall in Fuffice Woopcocn's 
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unwholefome London Faſhion of lyi 


ip, a Juſtice of Peace, and all that ; 
peQ that is due to the ſound 
from the iafirm ; and allow me the Superiority a good 
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A Word to the — 
Will always /u ce, 
Adſniggers go ta'k to your Parrot; 
Fm not ſuch an EA,, 
The' I ſay it myſelf, 
But I know a Sheep's Head from a Carrot. 
SCENE VIIL 
Lucixpa. 


How fevere is my Caſe? here am | carry 
en 3 clandeſtine Correſpondence with a Man in all Re- 
ſpects my Equal, becauſe the Oddity of my Father's 
Temper is ſuch, that | dare not tell him, I ever 
yet Een the Perſon 1 Gould like to marry — But hold 
is not the Blame his then —— when Princes are 


to affert their Liberty 
Quality in his Eye, and hopes 


am his only Child, to match me with an Earl 
Duke ——— vain Imagination! | 
AIR XIL | 
Cupid, Gad of foft Perſ 
Take 25 helpleſs 7 s Part; 
Seize, ſeige, ind Occ n, 
To reward 7 U 2 


7 s call 
why by — entbral : 


Tyrants of more cruel Kind 
Thoſe who would enfleve the Mind. 
What i: Grandeur ? Foe to veſt; 


Chilarſh Mummery at beſt; 
Happy | in humble State, 
Catch, ye Fools, the glitt ring Bait. 


SCENE IX A Field with à Stile. 


Eater Hock, followed by MarxGery and in ſome 
time «fter, enter Young Meapows. 


„n ke. What does the Wench follow me for? Odds 
Flei': Folk well talk, mms jou cumpng fee Ko 
eveiy obece, leo tranny Bias find ſame —_ 

can 


ww A 


1111775 


ſome 
dds 
"me | 
ad, | 
an't | 


—— — — — — 
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can't you, and don't keep wherriting me with your 
Nonſenie 


19 Nay, pray you, Hodge, ſlay, and let me ſpeak 
you a bi 

Hedge. Well; What fayn you ? 

Marg. Dear Heart, how can you be fo barbarous? 
and is this the Way you ferve me after all? and won't 
you keep your Word, Hedge ? 

Hodge. Why le! I tell you; I have chang'd 
my Miad. 

Marg. Nay but ſurely, ſmely —— Conkder, Hedge. 
- hook obligated in Conſcience, to make me an honeit 


Hedge. Obligated in Conſcience, how am | obligated ? 

Marg. Becauſe you are: And none but the bifeft 
of Rogues would bring a poor Girl to Shame, aud 
afterwards leave her to the wide World. 

Hedge. Bring you to Shame, don't make me fp::k, 
Madge, don't * me ſpeak. 

Marg. Yes do, ſpeak your worſt. 

Hedge. Why then, if you go to that, you were fain 
to leave your own Village down in the Wett for a 
Baſtard you wy the 12 of the Paziſh, and Fil 
bring the Man ſay it to your Face. 

Marg. No, no, Hedge, tis no ſuch a Thing, tis 2 
baſe * of Farmer Ploughſbare's — But | know what 
makes you falſe heated to me, that you may keep 
Company with young Madam's Waiting woman, and 
] am fure ſhe's no fit Body for a poor Man's Wite. 

How fhou'd you know what ſhe's fir for, 
ſhe's fit for as much as you, mayhap; don't find Fault 
with your Betters, 


Oh! Maſter Thomas, 


to you; you not go down the Village one 
Da? la Week with a Baker of ſomewhat upon your 
Shoulder 


Y. Mead. Well, and what then? 

Hodge. Nay, not much, only the Ofller at the 
Green- man was ſaying A 
at their Houſe as ſee'd you —— 

- and ax't a mort So I 


you 
thought I'd tell 
* B 2 T. Mead. 


18 LOVE A2 ViLLace. 


| YT. Mead. The Devil! aſk Queſtions about me, I 

know nobody in this Part of the Country, there muſt 
be tome Mittake in it Come hither, Hodge. 
[ They wall off diſcourfing ] 

Marg. A nalty ungratetul Fellows to uſe me at this 
Rate, after being to bim as | have Well, well, 
F wiſh all poor Girls would take Warning by my Mit- 
hap, and never have nothing to Gy to gone of them 


AIR XIII. 


How happy were my Days till now, 
I neer did Sorrow feel; 
I roje with Foy to milk my Cow, 
Or take my Spinning- wheel. 
My Heart was lighter than a Fh, 
Like any Bird 1 ſung, 
*Till be pretended Lowe, and [ 
Believ'd bis flatt ring Tongue. 
Oh the Foal, the filly, filly Fool, 
Whe truffs what Man may be; 
F wiſh / was a Maid again, 
And in my own Country. 
SCENE X. A Green with the Preſpect of a Vil- 
lage, and the Repreſentation of a Statute or Fair. 
Enter Fuftice Woobcocx, HawTaworn, Mrs. De- 
BoRan Woopcock, Lucinda, RossetTTa, Young 


Meapows, HupGe, and ſeveral Country People. 

Hedge. This Way, your Worſhip, this Way: Why 
don't you ſtand afide there? here's his Worſhip a 

Countryman. His Worſhip ! 

J Weed. Fye, ye, what a Crowd's this; odd, FI 
put ſome of them in the Stocks [ firiting @ Fellow. ] 
ſtand out of the way, Sirrah. 

Hawth. For Shame, Nei „ Well, my Lad, 
are you willing to ſerve the King? E 

Countryman. Ny an Jon me? Serve the King, 
Matter! no, no, I pay King, that's enough for 
me. ho, ho, ho, ho. 

Haweth. Well ſaid, Sti t ly- boots. 


F. d. 
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F. Wood. Nay, if you talk to them, they'll anfiver 
gy OY PO WAY, OY PIR 
ſhould Well, Madam, is not this a fine Sight? 
I did 2 Neighbour's Eſtate had been fo well 
peopled — theſe his own Tenants? : 

Mrs. Db. ö More than are good of them, Mr. Haw- 
thorn. I don't like to fee ſuch a Parcel of young 
Huſfſeys with the Fellows. 

Hawth. There's a Laſs [beckoning a Country Girl ] 
nw hicher, 9 + 5 dr brings you 

re chucking under come 
to look for a Service. * 

C. Girl. Yes, an't pleaſe you. 

Hawth. nd is then 208 you the ? . 

C. Girl. All Work, an't pleaſe you. 

J. Word. Ay, ay, I don't doubt it; any Work 
you'll put her to. 
© wan She looks like a brazen One. ——— Go, 

u 

Hawth. Here's another [catching a Girl, that goes 
by} What Health, what Bloom! — This is Nature's 
Work; no Art, no Daubing, Don't be aſhamed, 
Child; thoſe Cheeks of thine are enough to put a 
whole Drawing-room out of Countenance. 


AIR XIV. 


The Court and the City, fine Folk may extol, 
Where Beauties all ſhining, a Paradiſe male; 
But Heu me the Belles, at a Play or 4 Ball, 
To equal the Laſs at a Fair, or a Wake, 
Behold, in a Garden, the Roſes new blown, 
Such Freſhneſs ſmiles here upon every Face; 
While Flow'rs in a Chimney, your Fair-ones in Town, 
Lock wither'd, and bear the dark Hue of the Place. 


SCENE XI. 


 Woopcaocs, Hawrtworn, Lucixpa, Ros- 
SETTa, Young Mzapows, Hopces, and Men and 

Women Servants. 
. Now your Honour, now the Sport will 
The Gut-ſcrapers are here, and fome among 
B 3 them 


N 


20 JVE i & VILLAGE. 
them are going to fing and dance. there's not 
LN z others 
n a 4 
 Servant-man. Come „ mike a Riog, 
and ſtand out, Fellow Servants, as many of you as are 
willing and able to hear a Bob: we'll let my Maſters 
and Miſtreſſes ſee we can do fomething at leaſt; if 
they won't hire us it ſhan't be our F Strike vp 
the Servants Medley. 


AIR XV. 
GA AD EYE. 
Thoſe who in Gardens take Delight, 
Attend to what I ſay, K 


To Pleaſure you with Main and Might, 

Flt labour ev'ry Day. 

All Sort of Gardener Craft I know, 

15 * —— , ſball grow, 
With me your Fruits * 
As tere in Paradiſe. 

Housst-warld. 


For Wark, that's in 


5 
Of all your Houſe the Charge | take, 
bake, 


} waſh, I , 1 brew, 

And more can do than here TI ſpeak, 

Depending on your Bounty. 

HunTsSMan. 

A Hutſman I am, with a merry tend Horn, 

en ee 
, rt 

To enjoy the Delights 12 


LAUNDERY-MALD. 


get up neat, both great and ſmall; 
I would not brag but where I might; 


No driven Snow al be more whi | 
 Fooruans. 
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Foormnan. 
Behold a Blade, who knows bis Trade 
In Chamber, Hall, and Entry ; 

And what the here I now appear, 


P 'd the Gentry. 
py eden Ayn m4 


CoormanD. 
Who wants Cook, my Hand croſs, ® 
pf plain * * — I'm ner bo : 
2 _— 
Guzoonmn. 


hey ts Gueſs ap Bon clear the Courſe, and make 


com, 
Ye Gents. of the Turf, have ye Need of a Groom ? 
you'll certainly win, 


Let me vide your Match, 
J teach you to take the Knowing-ones in. 
Daizv- Mais. 
To prove the Market ben't afraid, 
In me you'll find a Dairy-maid, 


ber ; 


— Pho ed et 
De 
Ge bo Dobbin, &c. 
CHORUS. 
My Mafters and Miftreſſes bither repair, 
What Servants you want you will find in our Fais ; 


22 LOVE m Unter. 
Men and Maid: fit for all Sorts of Stations there be: 
And as for the Wages we ſhan't diſagree. 


ACT I 
SCENE I 4 Parkur in Julie Woopcoct's 
Houſe. COCK 


Enter LucinDa, _ EvusTacs in @ Riding 
ELL, am not I a bold Adventurer, to 


W you into my Father's Houſe at 


bring 
e other ae Ta 


Euft. What! 


Lucin. Oh to be ſure, promiſe and vow ; it ſounds 
prettily, and never fails to impoſe upon a fond Female. 


AIR XVI. 
8 We Women like weak Indians trade ; 


We give our Treaſure to be paid; 
A paltry, poor Return in Toys. 


a ſtile ſerious. * 

Lucin. Seriouſly then, what would you defire me 
to ſay? I have promiſed to run away with you; which 
is as great a Conceſſion, as any Lover can 
expect from his Miſtreſs. 


_ . 
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Bokan Woopcock. 


Euft. Yes, but you dear 
not told me, when you wi 


nDa, EusTacs, Faffice Woopcocr, Ars. Da- 
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Mrs. Deb. 1 wiſh, Brother, you would let me ex- 
amine him a little. 5 

J. Mead. You ſhan't ſay a Word to him, you ſhan't 
ſay a Word to him. | 


\]- Weed. Go, go, you ae » vicked cenfarious 
oman. | 
Lucin. Why, fure, Madam, you muſt think me 
coming indeed. | 3 
* a Ay, ſhe judges of others by herſelf; I 
remember when ſhe was a Girl, her Mother dare not 


in. Well, but why fo violent. 


AIR Xn. 


Believe me, dear Aunt, 
If you rave thus and rant, 
You'll never a Lower perſuade; 
The Men will all fly, 
And leave you to ie, 
Ob, terrible Chance! an old Maid— 
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How happy the Laſs, 
Be tes hy a 
ancient 2 
'T were better on Earth 
Have five Brats at a Birth, 
Than in Hell be a Leader of Apes. 


Mrs. Deb. You are an impudent Slut. 
SCENE m. 
Fuffice Woobcocx, Lucmpa, Evsracs. 


J. Woed. Well done, Lucy, ſend her about her Bu- 
a troubleſome fooliſh Creature; does ſhe think 
want to be directed by her; — Come hither, my 


3-34 


LP 


A 


og TE 
SH 
SPY ert For Tg 


LY 
RF 


— 7. 


I 141 441 UH : 
GE : 3 $3.5 = : 

Att 11 415 

2 2 T6445 

la! = x 

5 11711125 ” 

MET 1 1 Feels 1 10 1 142 
Yay . 112 Ain 1113 5 $38 


Wood. 


4217 © 2 11 6111 3 — 


: Eamagas e. wel 2 2 
1235711 ill [42 a I 
J 22 1177 18 2 
le I. i FT 11 fig 
: ll 25 | "23 
> - 15 e . 121 | 21 -_ 
ff“ 
2 1 1 
kW < 115 r d2 £0 D> = 
5 11 ! 
* eis 15 
11 L 5 , 11 4 
" 241 117111214 11 


HILLEL 


[38x 


7 


A comic OPERA. 29 


AIR XX. 


How Bleſs'd the Maid, whoſe Boſom 
6 No — Faſſion — ; 
Her Days in Jr ſe paſs. 
Her Nights in calm Repoje. 
Where ee her Fancy trad: + 
No Pain no Fear invades ber, 
But Pleaſure, 
uthaut Meaſure, 
From ev'ry Objedt flows. 


SCENE Vl. 
Young Mzapows and RossttTa. 


T. Meadows. Do you come into the Garden, Mrs. 
Refſetta, to put my Lilies and Roſes out of Counte- 
_ or to fave me the Trouble of watering my 
5 Flowers, 3 W 

m a little, to an 
* give you an Opportunity 

Reil. could he get that now ? he never read 
it in the Academy of Compliments. 

Y. Mead. Come don't affect to treat me with Con- 
tempt, I can ſuffer any thing better than that. In 
ſhort | love you; there is no more to be faid; I am 
angry with myſelf for it, and ſtrive all | can againſt 
it ; but in ſpite of myſelf I love you. 

Ag, XXI. 

o pluck the venom | - JO 

peck i were 
Deep in the Centre fix'd and bound 


the Wound, 


. Realy, Mr. Thomas, this is very improper 
2, it is what I don't underſtand ; I can't ſulfes 
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Refſ. Conſeſs! indeed I ſhall confeſs no ſuch thing: 
beſides, to what Purpoſe ſhould I confeſs it? 

T. Mead. Why, as you fay, I don't know to what 
Purpole, only it would be a Satisfaction to me to hear 
you fay fo; that's all. 

Neff. Why if | did love you, I can affure you, 
you would never be the better for it Women 
are apt enough to be weak, we cannot always anſwer 
for our Inclinations, but it is in our Power not to 
give way to them; and if I was fo filly; I ſay, if I 
was fo indiſci * Mgt 3 HL 
tertain an improper Regard, when 3 m- 
flances are quite unſuitable, and there are Obſtacles 
in the Way that cannot be ſurmounted 
F. Oh! to be fure, Mrs. Rofſetta, to be 
ſure, you are entirely in the Right of t ———I 

— know very well, you and I can never come 

ther. 


70 Well then, fince that is the Caſe, as I aſſure 
you it is, I think we had better behave accordingly. 

Y. Mead. Suppoſe we make a Bargain then never 
to ſpeak to one another any more? 

RoffÞ. With all my Heart. 
Y. Mead. Nor look at, nor, if poſſible, think of 
one another. 

& 


Neff. | am 
in the Houſe to- 


Y. Mead. And as long as we ſtay 
gether, after this Day, never to take any Notice. 


Ref. It is the beſt Way. 
T. Mead. Why, I believe it is Well, Mrs. 


Reſſetta. 
AIR XXII. 
4122 
Already the Matter Pe feuern; 
Y. Mead. Yet let me complain 
Of the Fates, that ordain 
A Tryal ſo bard ts be born. 
Rofſ. When things are but fit 
We foould calmly it, 
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Nod. I won't do 
WP 1 Why you filly Girl, you any 


Ne. Won't Sr? 
er 

But won't you, indeed, Sir? 

n 

- Weed Hag, boy. 

Ha, + ot 2 — Sir, your Servant. 

J. V. Why you impudent, audacious — —— 

SCENE VII. 

Juflice Woobcocz, HawrTruonrn. 
Hawth. So, fo, ice at Odds with Gravity; his 

Worſhip playing a Game at Romps! — Your Servant, 


22 105 i Neighbour: I 
i bad the Glaple of a Feticoar 4s 1 came 
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A Courc OPERA. 35 
kttle Blank upon it: you are aſhamed of the Buſineſs 
then, are you. 


AIR XXV. 


Oons! Neighbour, neer bluſh for a Trife like this ! 
What Harm with a Fair-one to toy and to hiſs ? 

The greateſt and grave 4 Truce with Grimace — 
Would ds the ſame Thing, were they in the ſame Place. 
No Age, no Profeſſion, no Station is free ; > 
To ſovereign „ Mankind the Knee : 

That Power, vreſeftleſs, no Strength can oppoſe - 

We all love a pretty Girl under the Roſe. 


Hawthern, this is all 


to me; I don't under» 
you read 


that 
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to know if his Worſhip's at Home. 
what's your Buſineſs with his Wor- 
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made a of any : 
Hedge. 
Marg. that's what I wont, the beſt Man 
_ a Head; I am the : 
w upon 
Hedge. 
Marg. 
acquainted 


A Comrc OPERA. 39 
you intends to do; for I won't be 
longer. 


2 


4 
5 


t. 

Tower, [whiftling,] why, whu, whu, 

A I R- XXVII. 

Fellow fo plagu'd with a Vixen? 

2 don't provoke me, but mind what I 
5 

Per i Tricks 
reef nn 


Toe get other Matters to mind; 
Mayhap you may think me an Aſs; 
But to the contrary you ll find : 
A fine Piece of Work by the Maſs! 
SCENE XL 


Rosse rr, Hopcs, Marctzy. 


Roff. Sure I heard the Voice of Diſcord here. 
as I] live, an Admirer of mine, and, if I miſtake not, 
a Rival —— TI have ſome Sport with them 
how now, fellow Servant, what's the Matter? 


Do Hedge. 


40 LOVE in a ViLLaGE. 


Hodge. Nothing, Mrs. Rofſetta, only this young 
Woman wants to ſpeak Sid Th Worſhip —— Madge, 
follow me. 

Marg. No, Hedge, this is your fine Madam! but I 
am as good Fleſh and Blood as ſhe, and have as clean 
a Skin too, tho't I mayn't go fo gay; and now fhe's 
here Fil tell ber a Piece of my Ming. : 


odge. Hold your Tongue, will you. 


to me. 

Marg. Yes, I do, and to nobody elſe; there was not 
2 kinder Soul breathing than he was till of late; I bad 
never a croſs Word from him till he kept you Com- 


thing as keeping a Sweetheart for you. 

Roff. Do you hear this, Friend 

. Why, you don't mind the, I z but if that 

vexes her, I do like you, I do; my Mind runs upon 

nothing elſe ? and if fo be as you was agreeable to it, 
] would marry you to Night, before To-morrow. 

Marg. Oh you baſe Rogue, you deceitful Fellow, 
you ate parjur'd, you know you are, and you deferve 
to have your Eyes tore out. 
Let me come at her, —F'll teach you to call 
Names, and abuſe Folk. 

Marg. Do, ſtrike me; you a Man? 

Roff. Hold, hold, —we ſhall have a Battle here pre- 
ſently, aud | may chance to get my Cap tore off. —- 
Never exaſperate a jealous Woman, tis taking a mad 
Bull by the Horus; — Leave me to manage her. 
Hedge. You manage her! Fl] kick her. 


? 


pany; but all the Girls about fay, there's no fuch | 


gras = wv O 


Ref No, no, it will be more for my Credit to get 
the better of ber by fair Means; — I warrant Fil bring 
her to Reaſon. | | | 
Hodge. Well, do fo then; —But may I depend upon 
you, when ſhall ! ſpeak to the Par ſon? | 
Rofſ. We'll talk of that another time; — Go. | 


Hodge. 


”  ATmw 


185828 
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e. Madge, by. 

17 The ene this Fellow ſhocks me !— Oh 
Man, Man, — you are all alike. A Bumpkio here, 
bred at the Barn Door! had he been brought up in a 
Court, could he have been more faſhionably vicious? 
ſhew me the Lord, 'Squire, Cotonel, or Captain of 
them all, that can out-do him. 

AIR XXIX. 


Ceaſe, gay Seducers, Pride to take, 
In Triumphs o'er the Fair; 
Since Clowns as well can act the Rake ; 
ff 7 * bigher Sphere. 
Shall bapleſe Beauty go ; 
In ex'ry , in cry State, 
Poor Woman finds a Foe ! 


SCENE XII. 
Rossz rr Marcerv. 


Marg. I am ready to burſt, I can't ſtay in the Place 
any longer. i 

Roff Hold, Child, come hither. 

Marg. Don't ſpeak to me, don't you. 

Raff. Well, but I have ſomething to ſay to you of 
Conlequence, and that will be for your good; I fup- 
pole this Fellow promiſed you Marriage. 

Marg. Ay, or he ſhould never have pfevail'd upon 


me 2 


Roff. Well, now you fee the ill Conſequence of 
truſting to fuch Promiſes: Vi hen once a Man bath 
cheated a Woman of her Virtue, ſhe has no longer 
Hold of him; he deſpiſes her for wanting that which 
he hath robb'd her of; and like a lawleſs Conqueror, 
triumphs in the Ruin he hath occaſioned. 

Marg. Naa! 

Rofſ. However, I hope the Experience you have © pate 
though ſomewhat dearly purchaſed, will be of ule to 
— 42 — and as to any Deſigns I bave upon 
the Heart of your Lover, you may make yourlſelt eaty, 
for 1 aſſure you, | ſhail be no dangerous Rival, fo go 
your ways and be a good Girl. 

D 2 Marg. 
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Marg. Yes, — 1 don't very well underſtand her 
Talk, but I ſappoſe that's as much as to fay ſhe'll keep 
him berſelf; well let her, who care's, I don't fear get- 
ting bet:er nor he is any in the Year, for the Mat- 
ter of that; and | have a t come into my Head 
that may be will be more to my Advantage. 


SCENE XI. 
Enter RozzuTTa and Lucinda. 


Rofſ. Ha! ha! ha! Oh admirable, moſt delectably 
ridiculous. And fo your Father is content he ſhould 
be a Muſic Maſter, and will bave him ſuch, in ſpite of 
r Aunt can ſay to the contrary ? 
in. My Father and he, Child, are the beſt Com- 
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Nay for that Matter, you need not have a 


more expert Pilot than myſelf upon fuch an Expedi- 


q | SCENE XIV. 
RosssTTa, Lucinda, HawTronrs. 
Hawth. Lacy, where are you. 
Lucin. Your Pleaſure, Sir. 
Neff. Mr. Hawthorn, your Servant. 
Hawth. What! my Ile Water W the very 
ple I wiſhed to meet, come hither both of you. 
| Rofſ. Now, Sir, what would you fay to both of us. 
P Hauib. nn ne = 
er If not 
yourſelves out directly, for Fl! tell you a 
bo-o yoran ns 
Hours, that may fall 
you, if you look ſharp, 
ly - 
d * 
of 
m- 
ace 
alf . 
4 AIR XA 0 
ke Well, my 38 go fray eaſe hy Dwake as aut 
vill Who may hope at your Feet to implore with Succeſs ? 
the Lucian. f He muſt be fir oof, 
- Straight, comely and tall 
ate Neither awkward, 
el Nor fooliſh ; 
Nor abi, 
mw — Nor muliſþ : 


| D 3 Hawth. 
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Hawth. What think ft of a Captain? 
Lucin. AU! Blufter and . 7 
Hawth. What thin AP -y 

Roff. To be left for 


The Youth that i fare'd ts my Mind, 
Lucio. Muſt be and hind; 
1 Of all 3 me, 
to 
Vet ſometimes — 2 


Harth. "Fore —_ moſt rare matrimonial Re- 
ripe. 

Roſf. Obſerve it, ve Fair, in the Choice of a Mate; 

Lacin. Fins 'tis Meulaci determines your 
Fate. 


ACT I. 
SCENE IL 4 Parhur in Fufftice Woopcocr's 


ouſe. 


Enter Sir W1LLtan Meadows, followed by Haw- 


THORN. 


ELL, this is excellent, this is mighty 
good, this is mighty merry, faith, ba, 
ha, ha; was ever the like heard of; that my 
Tem ſhould rup-away from me, for fear of being forced 
to marry 2 Girl he never faw ; that the ſhould ſcamper 
from her Father for tear of being forced to marry him; 
and that they ſhould run into one another's Arms this 
way in Diſguiſe; Moe ape their 
Conſents, and without knowing it, as a Body may ſay; 
may | never do an ill Turn, Maſter Hawthorn, if it is 
not one of the oddeſt Adventures y 

Hawth Why, Sir William, it is a Romance, a No- 
vel, a pleaſanter Hiſtory, by Half, than the Loves of 
Deraffus and Faunia, we ſhall heave Ballads made of it 
within theſe two Months, ſetting forth how a young 
'Squire became a Serving-man of low Degree ; and it 
wilt be ſtuck up with Margaret's Ghoſt, „ 


Sir Will. 
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do an ill Room, 
and the off 
took me = 
ters ſtood, 3 
that the is on t. 

Indeed, at 
] have not =e 

tohe of a 
5. knows 


j 
Lo 


: 


are 
as ing elſe, we have merry 
2 
and how has the World gone with you, 
thorn, fince we ſaw one another laſt. 

Hawth. Why, pretty well, Sir"Wilkem, I have no 
Reaſon to complain; every one has a Mixture of Sour 
with his Sweets; but in the main I believe I have done 
in a Degree as tolerably as my Neighbours. 


AIR XXXII. 


The World is a well furniſbed Table, 


Where Gueſts are promiſc ouſly ſet : 
We: all fave as well as we're able, 


And ſcramble for what we can get. 
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„ 32 Titthe, . A 
Bus 7 Pte e ſome ſcarce a Taſte; 


content with a little, 


SCENE I. 
Sir Wittran Mrapows, HawTroan, RossttTa. 


Reff. Six William, I beg Pardon for detainiog 


you, 
have had fo much Difficulty in adjuſting my bor- 
rowed Plumes— , 


; 
* 


. 


4 
: 


'E 


25 
27's 


N | have told you the whole Truth very inge- 
nuoutly, Sir; fince your Son and I have been Fellow 
Servants, as | may call it, in this Houle, I have had 
mc re than Reaſon to ſuſpect he had taken a Liking to 
me; and } I own with equa! Fianknets, had I not 
locked upon bm as 1 Yerfon fo much below me, I 
=” have had no Objection to receiving his Court- 


Hawth. 
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Ami l why there's Ruination. 
Roff. How, where? 
Hodge. Why with Miſs Lucinda: Her Aunt has 
catch'd ſhe and the Gentleman above Stairs, and over- 
heard all their love Difcourſe. 
Roff. You don't fay fo. 
. Ecod, I had like to have pop'd 


them this Iaſtant, but by good Luck, I 
Deberab's Voice, and ran down again, as faſt as ev 
could 


my carry me 

2 ie dem Maker fn the Houle. 
. What, his Worſhip? no, no, he is i 
ields to talk with the Reapers and Peo 
Poor Lucinda, I wiſh 1 could go up to her, 
am ſo engaged with my own Aﬀans — 


5 


to the 
but 


as. «@ —_ 7] V * 8 R — 


ſtand off, you know I never allow Liber- 


Hodge. „ but why fo coy, there's Reaſon in 
roaſting of z 1 would not deny you fuch a 
thing. g 


Rofſ. That's kind, ha, ha, ha! — but what will be- 
„ . 
be gone. —— Friendſhip, a your Leave, 
rl 44 „ fo ſhall our 
, the Remembrance of all former 


* 
nes. 
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And after they've got it, 
They tell you — add rot it! 
Their Chara#er's blaſted, their ruin'd undone ; 
And then to be ſure, Sir, 
There is but one Cure, Sir, 


And all the Diſcorſe is of Marriage. | 
SCENE VI. Changes ts @ Green houſe. 
Enter Young Mz avows. 


T. Mead. | am glad I had the Precaution to bring 
this Suit of Cloaths in my Bundle, though I hardly 
know mylelf in them again, they appear fo ſtrange, 
and feel fo unwieldy. However, my Gardener's 
Jacket on no more— | wonder this Girl does not 
come [| hoking at bis March ;] perhaps the won't 
come Why, then Fil go into the Village, take 
a Poſt-Chaiſe, and depart without any farther Cere- 
moay. 


AIR XXXVIL. 


How much ſuperior Beauty ances, 
The coldeſt Boſums finds : 

But with refiſtileſs Force it draws, 
To Senſe and Swweetneſs join d 

The Caſhet, where to outward Show, 
The Waorkman's Art is ſeen, 

Is doubly vals'd when we know 
It halds 4 Gem within. 


Hark! ſhe comes. 


SCENE VIL 
Enter Sir WiLLtam Meapows and HawrTrHory. 


T. Mead. Confuſion! my Father! What can this 
mean ? | 
Sir Will. Tom, are not you a ſad Boy, Tom, to 
bring me a hundred and forty Miles here? — May I 
never do an ill Turn, but you deſerve to have your 
Head broke? and I have a good mind partly. — 
What, Sirrah, don't you think it worth your while to 
to me? | 
Y. Mead. Forgive me, Sir, I own I have been in 3 
Fault. 2 
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Sir Mill. In a Fault! to run away from me be- 
cauſe | was going to do you good. May I never do 
an ill Turn Maſter Hawthorn, it I did not pick out 
as fine a Girl for him, gently, as any in England; and 
the Raſcal ran away from me, and came bete and 
turn'd Gardener. — And pray. what did you propole to 
yourſelf, Tom? I know you were always fond of Ba- 
tany, as they call it; did you intend to keep the Trade 
going, and advertife Fruit tees and Fiowering-Shiubs 
to be had at Meadows's Nurlery. 

Hawth, No, Sir William, | apprehend the young 
Gentleman deſigned to lay by the Protetſion; tot he 
has quiuted the Habit already. 

Y. Mead. I am fo aftoniſhed to fee you here, Sir, 
that I don't know what to fay ; but, | aſſute you, if 
you had not come, I ſhould have returned home to 
you directiy. Pray, Sir, how did you find me out ? 

Sir Will. No Matter, Tom, no Matter! it was 


by Accident, as a Body may fay ; but what does 
ſtands 


T. Mead. Pray, Sir, don't mention it; I ſhall al- 
ways behave myſelf as a dutiful Son z I will 


ty provoking, Maſter 
Hawthorn. Why, Sirrah, did you ever fec the Lady 
I defign'd for you? 

T. Mead. Sir, I don't doubt the Lady's Merit; but 


I have brought the 
contracted before 


Y. Mead. 
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not Truth; this is my Friend's Daughter. 
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AIR NXXXVIIL 


Roſſ. When we ſee @ Lover languiſh, 
And his Truth and Honour prove 
41 dune fue © Gli dns. 
And repay him Lowe for Love. 

& it Well, Ton, wil yon og» racy few mp 

now 

Hawth. Perhaps, Sir William, Son does not 


like the Lady: a pray do not put a Force 
his lachnation. 


Y. Mead. You need not have taken this Method, 
Sir, to let me ſee you were acquaiated with my Polly, 
whatever my laciinations are 
, IE Well, 1.4 n 

to your ng Woman 

T. Mead. You, Conſem, Sirf 

Rofſ. Come, Sir William, we have carried the 
far enough ; | ſee your Son is in a Kind of Em 
raſſment, and I don't wonder at it; but this Letter 
which I received from him a few Days before I left 


my Father's Houſe, will, I apprehend, expound the 
Riddle 


TOR What is all this? pray don't make a Jet 
me. 


Sir Will. May I never do an ill Turn, Tom, if it is 


＋ Mead. Sir ! 

Neff. Even ſo; tis very true, Indeed. In ſhort 
you have not been a more whimſical Gentleman than 
| have a Gentle woman! but you ſee we were defign- 
ed for one another, tis 

T. Mead. | „ what I either hear 
or fee, a thouſand Things are crowding on my Ima- 
gination; while, like one juit wakened a Dream, 
1 doubt which is Reality which Deluſion. 

Sir Will. Weil then, Tom, come into the Air a 
bit, and recover yourſelf. 

E 3 T. Mead. 


Sir 7 


you gi 
Bleffing into the Bar 
T. Mead. Then, 
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Y. Mead. All I wiſh in ber obtaining, 


For tune can no more impart ; 
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Half an Hour together, to beg | would conceal it 
from you. 

Hedge. Oh Lord! Oh Lord! 

Mrs. Deb. What, Sirrah, would you brazen me too, 
Sas dow Hands 

Iwein you r to - 
af; you tilde cho, borate you Kece dove telfllcn dis 
5 Os Wh Siſter tipley! 

J. y. „vou are ti 

s. Deb. I tipſey, Brother! —— | —— that never 
touch a Drop of any thing ſtrong from Year's end to 
Year's end; but now and then a hitle Anniſeed Water, 
when | have got the Cholic. 

Lucin. Well, Aunt, you have been complaining of 
the Stomach- ach all Day, and may have taken too 

ful a Doſe of your Cordial. 

J. Wood. Come, come, | fee well enough how it 
is, this is a Lie of ber own Invention, to make herſelf 
appear wiſe : But, you Simpleton, did not you know I 
muſt fad you our? 

SCENE X. 


Enter Sir Witttanm MErabows, HawTrorn, Ros- 
SETTAa, Young Mzapows. 


Y. Mead. Bleſs me, Sir! look who is yoader, 

en Cockſbones, Jack, honeſt Fack, are you 

Euft. Plague on't, this Rencounter is unlucky —— 
Sis William, Servant. 4 

Sir Will. Your Servant again, and again, heartily 
your Servant? may I never do an ill Turn, but I am 


Sir Will. What, with Fack Euftace? why he's mp 
Kinſman; his Mother I ace Coulin-germans once 
removed, and Facts a very worthy young Fellow; 
may I never do an ill Turn if I tell a Ward of lie. 

J. Head. Well, but, Sir William, let me tell you, 

know nothing of the Matter; this Man is a Mukhc 
iter; a Thremmer of Wire, and a Scraper of Cat- 
gut, and teaches my Daughter to ſing. | 


Sir 


. 
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_ Mrs. Deb. Come, turn out of the Houſe; and be 
thankful my Brother does not hang you, for he could 
do it, he's a Juſtice of Peace: turn out of the 
Houſe, 1 
ene 
of the Houſe — — he ſhall ſtay where he is. 

Mrs. Deb. ſhan't marry my Niece. 

J Wed. Shan't be? but Fil bew you the Diffe- 
rence now, | ſay he ſhall marry her, and what will 
you do about it. 

Mrs. Deb. And you will give him your Eſtate too, 
will you! 

J. Mead. Yes | will. 

"Mrs. Deb. Why I'm fure he's a Vagabond. 

J. Weed. I ihe ties he dones, | would have him a 
Vagabond. 

Mrs. Deb. Brother, Brother! 

Hawth. Come, come, Madam, all's very well; 
Irc 


2 Man of Senſe and 


Sir Will. May I never do an ill Turn, but I fay fo 


too. 

J. Had. Here, young Fellow, take my Daughter; 
and blies you both together; but hark you, no Money 
will 1 die! obſetve that. 8 

Euft. Sir, in giving me your ughter, you beſtow 
upon me more than the whole World would be with- 
ont | 


AIR XLIL 


Euſt. The Merchant, whoſe Veſſel the Winds made their 
Sport, 
At laſt thus arrives with bis Treaſure in Port ; 
bis Labour requited, bis Duty be pays; 
His Dangers ave paſt and bis Heart is at Eaſe. 
Lucin. Were Monarchs c ing te make me a Bride, 
Undazzled Id look on their Splendor and Pride; 
Refus d ſhould their Crowns and their Palaces be, 
to live in 4 Cott 78 
Both. On Earth, i 


_ *Tis ſure * _ Dr. 
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When bleſs'd in each other their Struggles ave ver, 
And Pleaſures are heighten'd by Pains gone before. 
Nai. Dear Lucinda, if Words could convey the 


Tranſports of my Heart upon this Occaſion ——— 
Lucin. Words are the Tools of Hypocrices, the Pre 


re 
es, Heaven bleſs both, Chi I fay, —- 
Siſter Deborah you are Fool 155 


AIR XLII. 


Hence with Cares, Complaints and frowning 
Welcome TFollity and Foy : i 
Ew'ry Grief in Pleaſure drowning, 
Mirth this e Nils employ : 
Let's to Friendſbip do our Duty, 
Laugh and fing ſome good old Strain ; 
Drink a Health to Love and Beauty 


May they lang in Triumph reign. 
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